Na zdrowie, little squeeze box.
He watches as delicately she inhales the fumes of whiskey?tiny sips starting at do and slowly ascending through re, mi, fa, so, to a tremulous la-ti. And after the shot glass has been drained repeatedly, he lifts her gently from the bed and they begin to dance to a tune they play together, a tune whose see-saw rhythm is like the panting of lovers. Not a polka, jig, tarentella, or even a tango. They dance to a dance they've just invented, an ancient dance they've just recalled. 
